POEMS FROM ARCADIA

Fame, say I was not born;

Time, haste my dying hourj

Place, see my grave uptorn:
Fire, air, sea, earth, fame, time, place, show your power.

Alas, from all their helps I am exiled,
For hers am I, and Death fears her displeasure:

Fie, Death, thou art beguiled!
Though I be hers, she makes of me no treasure.

A. sweeter saint I serve

PHOFBUS, farewell!    A sweeter saint I serve.
The high conceits thy heavenly wisdoms breed
My thoughts forget, my thoughts which never swerve
From her in whom is sown their freedom's seed,
And in whose eyes my daily doom I read.

Phoebus, farewell I    A sweeter saint I serve.
Thou art far off, thy kingdom is above:
She heaven on earth with beauties doth preserve.
Thy beams I like, but her clear rays I love:
Thy force I fear, her force I still do prove,
Phoebus, yield up thy title in my mind;
She doth possess, thy image is defaced;
But if thy rage some brave revenge will find
On her who hath in me thy temple raste,
Employ thy might that she my fires may taste:
And, how much more her worth surmounteth trice,
Make her as much more base by loving me.

Arcadian Duologue
[SHE SINGS]

MY true love hath my heart and I have his,
By just exchange one for the other given:
I hold his dear, and mine he cannot miss,
There never was a better bargain driven.
His heart in me keeps me and him in one;
My heart in him his thoughts and senses guides!
He loves my heart, for once it was his own;
I cherish his because in me it bides.